to put the spring sunlight to, I thought, as we mutely
retraced the three miles of turf to the gates. And we
left the open for the shadows of a drab tea-shop, and
drank a silent cup of dark tea at one of the half-dozen
stained marble tables beyond the crowded counter,
with its round glass jars of stale coloured sweets and its
stands of drying ham rolls. And he put me on a bus
and tipped his hat awkwardly and was gone.
There were others, but they were all alike. Some
were more persistent, and flattered themselves they might
win me by friendliness when violence had failed; none
of them tried friendliness first. The clerk with the bull-
dog pipe was persistent, he invited me to his house to
meet his wife. I wonder whether she can have been
acute enough to guess that I should teve found it far
less embarrassing if she had not greeted me quite so
warmly. She was small, with a fair fringe and an arti-
ficial delicacy, like a second-rate variety artist, and she
showed no surprise at seeing her husband bringing
home a seventeen-year-old girl pick-up. ^We each have
our own friends," she told me smilingly. It was a
tawdry house, with imitation leather arm-chairs bought
on the hire-purchase system and passe-partout framed
Kirchner bathing beauties on the walls, and that was
my last visit. After every incident I swore I would
never lay myself open again, and then one more chance
acquaintance led me up the path of friendly raillery
to the inevitable attempt. I was lonely, I wanted to
talk to people. Why couldn't they be content to talk
to me ? I asked despairingly. I never made the first
overtures to them, I never wanted to, I was aloof and
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